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AMAH: I no understand. I think you crazy.

[The knocking is repeated more violently.
HARRY: [Shouting.] Daisy! Amah!  Open the door. If you
don't open I'll break it down.

[DAISY is ready. She slips on to the pallet and sits m

the Chinese fashion.
DAISY: Go to the door. Open when I tell you.

[There is by DAISY'S side a box in which are the paints
and pencils the Chinese lady uses to make up her face.
DAISY opens it. She takes out a hand mirror.
HARRY: Who's there? Open, I tell you. Open.

[DAISY puts rouge on her cheeks. She takes a black
pencil and touches her eyebrows. She gives them a
slight slant so that she looks on a sudden absolutely
Chinese.

DAISY: Open.

HARRY: Daisy. [He wmes forward impetuously and then on a
sudden stops. He is taken aback. Something., he knows not
what, comes over him and he feels helpless and strangely weak]
Daisy, what does it mean? These letters. [He takes them
out of his pocket, and thrusts them towards her. She takes
no notice of him] Daisy, speak to me. I don't understand.
[He staggers towards her with outstretched hands. He throws
himself on his knees and buries his face in the skirt of her
dress] O Daisy, for God's sake say it isn't true.

[He bursts into a storm of sobs. Motionless she contem-
plates in the glass the Chinese woman of the refection.

THE END